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promontories, and obscuring first one great zodiacal sign in the
heavens and then another. The wind that shepherded these wild
flocks was full of the scent of channel seaweed and of channel
mud, and as it voyaged eastward its speed kept increasing, so
that these cloud-shapes, thus broken into smaller and smaller
wefts, now began to fly like gigantic leaves across the Glaston-
bury hills.
Two human beings, one a woman and one a boy, found them-
selves too restless to sleep that night in this city of sorceries.
These were Nancy Stickles in her attic room on the High Street
and Elphin Gantle in his father's hostelry, the Old Tavern, which
stood on the edge of the Cattle Market. Both these persons, this
young married woman and this boy, left their beds between one
and two that December night and pulling chairs to their windows,
looked out upon those flying clouds. Elphin's room, which was
far away from both Persephone's and Dave's, in the rambling,
faded, old public house, looked out from a sort of stucco tower,
added to the main building in the reign of William the Fourth.
His window was a large one composed of many small panes and
when Elphin in the dead of night threw this open and sat leaning
his elbows upon the window-sill he could not only see a high
garden wall covered with mossy coping-stones, but he could see
a bare larch tree swaying mournfully in the wind, and, beyond
this a little tributary of the Brue, irrigating a piece of municipal
ground that had been parcelled out into allotment-gardens, and
crossed, although its waters were not deep, by several plank
bridges. There was a clump of dead stone-crop upon this mossy
wall, and near the stone-crop a single faded wall-flower which
bowed and swayed in the wind and seemed to emit, as it swayed,
at least so Elphin Cantle fancied, a faint dirge-like sighing. The
boy spread out his arms upon his window-sill and stared at the
pallid waters of the Brue tributary and at the tossing larch-tree
top and at the sighing flower-stalks on the wall. His window was
unusually large, as often happens with that particular sort of
stucco tower, so that there was a dizzy sensation as, well as a very
chilly one as he looked out upon the night. But Elphin was much
more in the nighty much more mingled with its vague scents and
its morbidly distinct sounds than he would have been in any